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"What sort of gathering is this? Why have you stopped
work?"

There was silence for a few seconds. The heads of the
people swayed like ears of corn. Sizov waved his cap,
shrugged his shoulders and dropped his head.

"Answer my question!" shouted the director.

Pavel came up to him and said in a loud voice, pointing
to Sizov and Rybin:

"We three have been delegated by our comrades to
demand that you revoke your order about the deducting
of kopeks."

"Why?" asked the director without glancing at Pavel.

"Because we consider such a deduction unfair," said
Pavel loudly.

"Do you think my intention of draining the swamp is
prompted by the desire to exploit the workers, rather than
to improve their living conditions? Is that it?"

"Yes," answered Pavel.

"And you too?" asked the director, turning to Rybin.

"All of us think the same."

"And you, my good man?" turning to Sizov.

"Me too. We'd.like to keep our kopeks."

Sizov once more dropped his head and smiled guiltily.

The director slowly swept the crowd with his eyes and
shrugged his shoulders. Then he turned to Pavel and
looked at him intently.

"You seem to be a person of some education. Is it pos-
sible that you too do not realise the advantages of such a
measure?"

"If the factory drained the swamp at its own expense,
anyone could realise the advantages," answered Pavel in
a voice to be heard by all.

"The factory is not a philanthropic organisation,"
remarked the director dryly. "I order you back to your
jobs!"

He started to climb down, carefully feeling the iron with
his foot and not glancing at anyone,

A hum of discontent rose from the crowd.